"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

England. She is also the stupidest. Nelly is the wittiest:
she is also the kindest. Louise is the loveliest and
cleverest. She is also a lady. I should like to have por-
traits of all three as they are now, not as Lilly painted
them.

LOUISE, No, Charles: I do
not want to have the whole
truth about me handed
down to posterity.

NELL. Same here. I prefer
the orange girl.

KNELLER. I see I shall not
succeed in England as a
painter. My master Rem-
brandt did not think a
woman worth painting until
she was seventy,

NELL. Well, you shall
paint me when I am seventy.
In the theatre the young
ones are beginning to call

me Auntie! When they call me Old Mar Gwynn I shall
be ready for you; and I shall look my very best then.

CHARLES. What about your portrait, Mr Fox? You
have been silent too long.

FOX. I am dumbfounded by this strange and un-
godly talk. To you it may seem mere gossip; but to me
it is plain that this painter claims that his hand is the
hand of God.

KNELLER. And whose hand is it if not the hand of
God? You need hands to scratch your heads and carry
food to your mouths. That is all your hands mean to

